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red sandstone of the low hills cropped out here and
there amidst the vivid greens of the luxuriant vegetation
which covered the soil, while in the background rose the
dark, cloud-capped mass of the mountains we had just
crossed, between Ya-chou and Ta-chien-lu. The lowlands
along the river were covered with paddy-fields; near every
little white cottage a bunch of tall bamboo waved its long
graceful plumes, and down innumerable gorges rushed, in
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a mass of silvery foam, torrents falling over the red cliffs
into the river below. The long-leaved banana plant and
"white-wax tree" each lent its distinctive color to the
scene, which was of extreme beauty.
Some fifteen miles down, we swept through a sandstone
gorge about two miles long, where the scenery was most
gorgeous, beautiful hanging-plants and creepers growing
from out the crevices in the red rocks, over which fell
two torrents in a dazzling mist shimmering in the sunlight,
making even my unemotional Hsien-sheng enthusiastic.
Below these gorges the scenery became Jess attractive, but
still very beautiful. The river was covered with "rafts,